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	The Cinderelliad

The Cynderelliad

Muse, I sing of a time once upon a woman was fated by the cold temperament of harsh Stepmerinae to remain unwed; left beneath the strong boughed willow to weep of her exclusion. Long was the strife of fair Cynderelle. Longer still were the years till she could walk as rightful Queen to her kingdom and sit by the side of Prinaceus, whose charming name reaches beyond the stars to Olympus and has traced the lips of Hermes to the furthest stretches of the Elysian Fields, whose tales of leadership and courage rival great Odysseus in stature. Muse, how could a woman guilty of no crime hold sentence to such fate? Has her limitless beauty offended the affections of Aphrodite? Or perhaps jealousy spited the mind of cruel Stepmerinae?

Once an ancient city of innumerable wealth stood sovereign amongst men, furnishing temples of lavish opulence and boasting pediments of incredulous intricacy expressing the far-famed tales of Orpheus's Lyre and Jason's fleece, this was the kingdom of Fayrawae. A city revered for lavish banquets of sacrifice and limitless in its piety to the Gods. But in this kingdom stood a palace that served as precedent to the scarred people of Fayrawae, a palace inhabited by a triad of women possessing hearts as cold as Pentelic marble. Stepmerinae was her name and the Ugliaea her two daughters, hideous as the Gorgons and malevolent as Allecto, on whose nest not even death dare foul, their venomous vice on the great city of Fayrawae was one worthy of condemnation to the titanic depths of Tartarus for eternity.

A hero of this great citadel who fell to the seduction of Stepmerinae in the times of the great war against the sons of Dardanus once sat in this palace. The offspring of this champion and the temptuous Stepmerinae was a young girl boasting hair of spun gold with beauty to bring the mighty Hercules to his knees with endearment. But the fates had not dictated that the joys of the warrior and daughter were to last as the great Trojan war lurched its creeping shadow over Fayrawae. After harsh years of wrought war and countless brave triumphs, the twilight of the Trojan siege had approached, Troy had been breached, and Paris, son of Priam was to bring about the end of the fierce warrior through the destiny set out by Apollo and his solemn guided arrow. An arrow to untwine a wild growth of tortuous tale to be remembered all over the world.

So began the dwindling sorrow of fair Cynderelle, daughter of the hero of Greece. In her youngest years, Cynderelle would weep tears of glistening silver day upon day in wishing for her long gone fathers return. Forced to live in the halls haunted by the spectral Stepmerinae and her two spiteful wretches, Cynderelle was committed to clean after the heaped mountain of past feasts that lay in the banquet halls, and wash peaks of blackened gowns worn by the dyad, polish hearths, turn down beds, scrub silver, cut vines, unsoil silks and dredge baths. Cynderelle became routined with the monotonousness that Heracles once faced in penance, whose strengths were bent and tested till he prevailed time after time to no avail.

Herald came of a kingdom-wide proclamation declaring that a Queen was to be found for Prinaceus, most resourceful of all Fayrawaen's yield, most revered of all Greece's sons and ruthless in stoic sojourn of war. Upon hearing these words, the repulsive Stepmerinae and her wretched sisters leapt to hatch a plot of vile intent. A plan that if successful would instil tumours of black hate into the hearts of just men and spread sable corruption over fields of once plentiful produce. A plan that if successful would drag Cynderelle's heavy burden into the afterglow of her long life. Fair Cynderelle would not weep as the three harpy-like wenches sang of future tyranny. She had chosen to nurture her own devices to end the tyrannous reign of her masters, unbeknownst to man and monster alike.

As new Dawn drew its saffron robes Cynderelle finished her sewing of a beautiful ball gown. Cynderelle simply stared in grimace pride at the splendour of the dress, she had but one more element to add to the fearful garb. Her father had left her with one locket that housed a tear of the goddess Eos, bringer of dawn. He told her that she was to be ward to the tear which would protect her from any wrongdoing but also that it would bring about end to any who wish to harm her. Cynderelle looked deep and hard into the centre of the tear and saw a vision of her stood next to her father watching over a symposium from a distant balcony, she and Prinaceus were being wed below, an assembly of immaculately dressed royals were attending from all over the four corners of mighty Greece. Odysseus and fair Penelope were present, Menelaus and Helen of Sparta stood amongst the gatherings, and brave Orestes, the avenger stood proud to witness the matrimony, the lists were endless and people all around were rejoicing as never before in the kingdom as if Dionysus may have been walking the very courtyards with her zealots.

Cynderelle withdrew from the vision relieved of any past contentions and secure in what she would next do, the cunning Cynderelle administered the small tear to her dress and immediately she sparked a deep warmth over all of the Asphodel meadows and a wave of blinding silver reflections unfolded seam after seam inside and out of the dress, jewels gleamed into reality around the end of the waist and shoulders. The room suddenly flooded with streams of bleaching light, funnelling under the base of the dress and seemingly into the centre of the floor under the dress, till one by one Artemis's stars flew sharp as knives cutting the air around them and binding each of themselves to a row of transparent diamond columns on a magnificent coronet. Last to appear was a pair of diamond glass slippers beneath the dress. The costume was complete and Cynderelle muttered under her breath "I shall go to the symposium...".

Three moons passed before the date was next mentioned and Stepmerinae had an uneasy feeling stirring in the depths of her icy breast. She'd seen an unsettling omen of violence and discord in her jaded palace, a dove from her bird traps she used to collect for dinners had escaped and become prey to a huge fully flayed black raven. The two spiralled to the ground like hopeless Trojan spears desperate to escape the horrors of war only to splinter and clatter on stone cobble inlaid into city streets. A fleet of crowing and desperate sounds came from where the fray made its close, then the dove flew deified away from the violence. Stepmerinae stumbled, mystified to the scene where the aerial conflict concluded and there lay a decimated raven, its feathers torn and shredded, its eyes were motionless and the skin had been charred by some godly interference. The dread in Stepmerinae had spread from her steeled heart to each of her quivering fingertips, her knees had begun to tremble and she immediately turned and ran back to her ominous chambers.

The night finally came when the triad of wraiths would make an unwelcome and untimely arrival to the royal symposium wrapped in their macabre attire where they would procure a commodity to give them rule over Fayrawae. The charming Prinaceus! But they did not wish to be awarded his advertised pledge, they intended to take the warrior as victim to dictate their will to Fayrawae from within their dark nest in the corner of their kingdom. They made their sojourn to the royal palace where jovial games were taking place outside, men were wrestling and jeering all around. Through the palace, convivial merriments could be heard as the guests drank and sang fanatically in an atmosphere the Bacchae would approach with open arms.

Little to the knowledge of the baneful, plotting assembly, fair Cynderelle was following them closely and with imminent rage suddenly screamed streams of oaths to rage through the ears of the Ugliaea and their maternity, "Let ugly beasts as these recoil back to Hades from where they came or sit betwixt the gross and belching Scylla and Charybdis. Let fine moralled Hecate loose on your anti-benevolence and oozing abomination. Even child devouring Lamia would wretch in the thought of reaping your vile children!". Anger spread like wildfire through the eyes and steeled limbs of the now sprung and ready women. Pride was quickly fermenting into brimstone in their empty hearts as a blacksmith fires his forge to produce his murderous steel crop. As their fires grew, small cinders of crimson and gilt light were equally gaining mass through the silk transparency of Cynderelle's dress. Innocent fair Cynderelle soon withdrew her earlier stone-like composition and stoicism began to set in. All at once her past majesties engulfed her all around blocking out all sunlight from their innocent serf, but as their darkness increased a shallow brightness soon became fathomless and its intensity unyielding. Cynderelle's stoicisms fled and a shrill crowing muttered over the sounds of sharp, unforgiving lashes of destructive fire crackling and spitting into the cold air. People all around stopped, turning their gaze to the spectacle that now musculated the events at the palace. As the dust dispersed and the crowds drew tighter around, there were a clear three small mounds of ashes blown outwards from an empty epicentre. Cynderelle was long gone. Powerful as Stepmerinae and her repugnant offspring were, the sisters and gruesome mother could not break Fate's delegations.

Cynderelle had run far away from the murder with all swift pace of Hermes but without any grace of a prosperous directive or bright future to herald, only a buckled and torn dress fractions of the amber splendour it had once held to take back to a home she had no want of, empty, hollow and alone. She ran and ran till her lungs would not suffice her mind's athletic prowess, stuck halfway between home and the symposium she sat and wept into a tattered scrap of garment left from the edge of the once beautiful gown.

At once an honest smooth, silky mezzo-soprano voice sang "why are you crying daughter?". Cynderelle was brought to silence in awe that another human would be hauling themselves through dark woods at dusk hours. She waited till the voice repeated "I have been watching over your fate for some time now?". Cynderelle now finally having apexed in bewilderment replied to the voice "I have...I have...lost all..." stumbling out her second half of her reply through silver gilded tears "even my cruel mistresses, who fed me all these years. Now I have neither a dress nor composure to bewile a man of Prinaceus's state!". Then the woman with winged words said, "Look child, but you do have these luxuries, look down to your lap". Cynderelle wrenched her hands from the soft face they gripped to and gazed down in anticipated joy. There, in the lap of Cynderelle was empty space and an empty lap and Cynderelle was flushed with spite and betrayal. "How dare you play such tricks on a poor girl, if I had the means left I would sentence you to the same fate of those Tartarus dwelling fiends!". "Take care of your forked tongue and look closer to what I have given you, daughter". The sight was met with blooming springs of warmth and a rush of static joy, Cynderelle was now restored to her full beauty, draped in her sunlight infused dress. "By Hera, thank you stranger, but I do not know you, you have no pledge to uphold with me, what need of you with me?" fair Cynderelle choked. Now reflecting Artemis's light directly onto the figure in all regal magnificence stood golden-throned Hera resplendent in glorious purple robes inlaid with gold leaf. "Careful whose name you swear by daughter, gods can give and gods can take away. The time has come when we Olympians have decided it is your right to know your true heritage and place in this world" then with great relief Hera declarated "You, fair Cynderelle are mine, daughter of Hera and of Olympus. It has been seen in your fate that you are to marry charming Prinaceus and live out the happiest of ever afters, but this must be done by midnight or your fate will be rewritten to a tale unbeknownst to any man nor Olympian alike. You must not test fate by staying here, you must leave for the palace with haste fair Cynderelle, take my horse and ride quickly on to clutch your fate".Cynderelle rode furiously on echoing a "Thank you!" deep into the forests as she caught the glimpse of her mother's shadow rise and then fall back in retreat to the forest slowly becoming translucent then gone, back to the paradise of the Olympians.

Meanwhile in more regal settings, a marvel had unfolded in the minds of Fayrawae's citizens. A wickedness had been lifted from the kingdom. People began to laugh and children were playing, but still tensions were arisen in the minds of Prinaceus and his party. They knew of somebody having killed Stepmerinae and her blunderous folly, but who? In stern regality Prinaceus spoke, "Who has killed the three beasts here? the crime must fit some brave heel" to which he was presented with empty air. Suddenly he retorted "The man to have killed these women shall stand by my side in ruling and receive all nobilities a man can beget!" to which a small peaked voice was heard. The crowd in front of Prinaceus parted and a young woman was blissfully and gently dismounting a white mare, a girl in the finest dress the crowds of people had ever seen gasped, and muttering ensued. "Who is this?...you know who has slain the wicked three?" ever increasing with frustration Prinaceus was now pleading for any response. The girl spoke, "It was I, Cynderelle, daughter of Hera and lengthy servant of the Harpies you speak of" now with slight despondency Prinaceus was clambering for a real answer. "No sword nor shield, even your dress remains flawless now tell me who did this!".

Immediately every face in the courtyard took downwards to the floor and every knee met the rocky ground. Beside Cynderelle was a woman tall as Theron but doused in the robes of goddesses, universally recognised the godly spectacle spoke, "I am Hera, Queen of the gods and this, my daughter Cynderelle, who I have myself witnessed do the act of putting down evil. I am the sworn protector of marriage and this is not one in the same. I speak of a marriage to bring peace and prosperity to what will one day be your empire nobleman of Fayrawae, the marriage of fair Cynderelle and charming Prinaceus". Slowly and unsurely the young maiden gracefully walked the aisle between the crowds where she was met by a warm face and smile, Prinaceus's pursuit for a wife was over and he took Cynderelle in amorous embrace as the masses cheered and applauded the finally found Queen.

The kingdom of Fayrawae never felt a bitter winter or flowerless spring as long as the descendants of Cynderelle and Prinaceus were in Fayrawae. Children endlessly played and never had even the annual games been as merry and cheerful as those under their rule. But the brightest blooming was the new marriage of the once servant girl Cynderelle and lost Prinaceus who both lived the happiest of all ever afters as long as they lived.

This story was released by me a couple of times, I changed only the language use. This was part of school work for my English class and it took about 3/4 days methinks. It's open to criticism and it is desperate for it. I'm putting it up here for criticism


End file.
